ready to bathe. The wrong room? I was sorry. I would
retire. That was unless It was one of the Skeltons who
saw me. But if I stood outside here much longer I should
be seen, anyhow. Drawing a deep breath, I rapped on
the door., grasped the handle and turned it. The door was
unlocked. Still standing on the threshold, I pushed it and
let it swing open. The room was empty. I waited a
second, then walked in and shut the door behind me. The
deed was done.

I glanced round. The room was smaller than mine and
looked out over the outhouse containing the kitchens. A
clump of young cypresses near the window shut out a
good deal of light. Keeping as far away from the window
as possible, I looked for Schimler's suitcase. It did not
take me long to establish the fact that there wasn't one.
Perhaps he had transferred the contents to the chest of
drawers and had the case taken to the storeroom. I tried
the drawers. All with the exception of the top one were
empty. The top drawer contained a white and very much
laundered shirt, a grey tie, a small pocket-comb, a pair
of socks with large holes in the heels, a set of clean but
crumpled underclothes, a packet of soap flakes and a tin
of French tobacco. There was no camera. I looked at the
label on the tie. It bore the name and address of a Berlin
manufacturer. The underclothes were of Czechoslovakian
origin. The shirt was French. I went over to the wash-
basin. The razor, shaving soap, toothbrush and paste were
also French. I turned to the cupboard.

It was wide and deep, with a row of coat-hangers on
a brass rail and a rack for shoes. There was one suit
and a black raincoat in it. Nothing else. The suit was
dark grey and threadbare at the elbows. The raincoat had
a triangular tear near the bottom.
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